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* 


what spell 


what spell is cast 
forming clouds trees crowds shoving 
in hot malls the wind - 
Who casts it? ah 


a sound within swells 
sighs at cages 
a drunken prophet lurches someone 
peeled to the heart 
sings 


i live to choose feel 
wear acostume sing 
dressed in silks and scars 

in leaves and steel 


I cast the spell 
within my furies cakes 
till finally still nude 
robbed of my magic - 
Iam! 


silence 


growing a clearing, 
dawn in my 
night's forest - 
silence 


but slowly embarrasedly 
while looked at the shades 
chattering inhabitants 
return 


the shrinking glances. Silence 
lets in denisons 
of outer settlements 
dark twisty-laned 


markets hunters thieves 
fevers pity jeers 
crowd out the dead's 
brief visits 


rags around radiance 
which light stills 
savage whisperings grown 
huge at night 


then time for pausing 
where high snowy peaks 
peek out of swaying 
shadows 


the hunter 


having seen the goddess 

naked _pities her frail 

image for a moment woman 
possible to touch hold 


even abandon her power shaken 
trembling at his lust 
rendering herhuman_ able to 
suffer learn 


he's fixed forever 
by the root to soil branches 
lashed by wind 
in terror as 


she moves across his skies 
armed icy perfect 
till centuries pass, 
he turns within 


to find his own 
divinity a liberty 
unknown to her his terror 
dies 


and he emerges sees 
her real self 
above fixed typal forms. 
But she's fixed inflexible 


while he discovers who 
they were: two puppets 
on one perfect seesaw and hopes 
for her awakening 


narcissus 


there was no one else_ only 
that wondrous image whom he felt 
to be akin somehow like him 
but visible outside 


framed in the reeds and ripples 
of the grove's lake 


day after day bewitched, letting 
his herds scatter fall to beasts 
to be absorbed in that 
still image 


he was the seer 
and the seen - ah - wiped out 
in a moment 
as he plunged 


no inner guru said 
that’s you _ that isn't you 
slobbering heaving at 
that wondrous form 


it seemed 
so deep in the depths 
of moonlight calm 
a surface only 


no one saying to 
see the seeing 
how soul wakes 

when ripples die 


couple 


to the lover she becomes 
the flesh embrace then 
fount of child 


she who stood awkward 
as abig moose frightened 
to be looked at object 


seeking words and music 
to evoke kin spirit peaks 
to draw him 


He man became embrace 
muscles for broken stairs 
child seed and whip 


she evokes scenes her life, 
she dressed in pinafores 
afraid of mocking children swings 


he recalls the smell of hay 
pitching sore from work 
fearing his folk 


yet says nothing tied into 
this body now his 
silent labour 


earth to sun nothing 
without other thing 
they're held in sharing blood 


groping for dollars words 
only conscious free 
inside 


their sinews fights 
bound by ties invisible, 
forever 


saffron 


saffron white fire 
rubbing air 
sun rising 


aspiration seeks 
a costume 
a monk's robe 


the body has 
fire's colours 
white red gold 


shadows dance 
as sun reborn or old 
darkens to coral gold 


in the thick air 
knowing hides_ coals 
smoulder die 


there is no picture robe 
for high white noon, 
fleshless 


beside the graves 


beside the graves we speak 
of new-born children 


loudly, laughing where the dead 
are deaf the living 
clutching them in realms 
too gross to hear them 
heavy-hearted in warm spring 
flowering gay brilliance 


black limousines wind slowly 
with their grave mourners past the 
dark pines piled with 
fresh flowers flowers 
for life for transience for 
beauty to tell of 
the dead's latency 


as living we walk pushing 
apram asking what to cook 
for dinner 
to sustain enjoy 


i forgetting i once rushed 
into a grave 
for one red flower 


to hold what can't 
be held 
like plastic flowers 
but the wish grew grew sprouted 
into secret rooms 
where she still loved, 
breathless 


the birth 


the child, hearing through walls 
the heaves sighs cries and squirms 
of sex the lurching bed 
bored slips into sleep 
to drifting slides 


not thinking how the 
red black-tufted bawling ‘brother’ 
came from that sound, 
from that frail body puffy-eyed 
its cries of lust, 
of pain 


nor that they'll walk one day 
on parents' dust 
arranging scenes sales 
in their inheritance of 
muscles lusts ideals 
grown from her dreams 


as they lay curled in her 
after she made such helpless 
frail girl animal 
sounds 


seasons 


white rooves ground bush 
all a white sleep 
snow glowing its 
fresh secret atoms 


then tight buds twig filigree 
faint fresh whiffs 
of earth to full-blown 
rose openings 


wondrous sun glances life wilting 
under slaying sun 
hot humid panting sweat 
spray cooled 


then death of petals 
red coral mottled gold 
leaves falling 
then dry crumbling 


to thin frost and thin 
wet snow's oblivion we trudge 
play kids and victims 
of the snow 


until it deepens cold 
solidifies freezes are breath our 
lungs yet we pulse, warm 
living beneath snow 


then leaping spring floods 
caws and chirps 
then heat again 


nature merciless won't bend 
then does 
grants prayers after 
the hope died 


the hand 
invisible as death - eye 
watching 


illusion 


the dream castle the exotic land 
expand to ordinary space 
as you walk into them 
almost bored the magic gone with 
presence like a lover, or 
Spring taken for granted 


these tulips open 
only seen with stopping, 
wondering abandoning 
mind's webs 


this chocolate gone 
with two quick bites 
yet we go on exclaiming 
chasing 


inventing diet versions 
not noticing how good dry bread 
is to hunger 


the country lanes we walk 
always beckoning to something 
wondrous new 
but the lane ends at just 
another field 


the body cannot follow 

some lost buried heaven 
above taste or mind 

until abandonment to 
the goad's source 


the hospital 


someone whose life has shrunk 
to a few eyelid flckers breaths 
brief wisps of memory 
the brittle shell kept warm 
by a machine 


does not tell if he dreams 
leaps on green-fire prairies 
or consumes meat feasts 
he's gone as the dead are 
into closed privacy his eyes 


gaze at us veiled we are 
not we our form dissolved we're 
shut out from that thick 
closed tunnel while others here 
share his death this corridor 


of beds and stainless instruments 
the dry bones asking for 
their bit of pillow space before 
they are thrown out, 
irrelevant 


each one here had a different 
dream lilies araise was 
a town beauty athlete knew 
craving satiation failure applause 
and then half-entered 
death 


presaging drifting tunnels to dread 
inner caves and 
final ecstacies 


drug 


from powder liquid physical 
as stone - enchantments hells 
souls plunging into lapping 
seas fire-flower bells and hells 
of imagery 


what then of this world 
seen through these eyes, as 
physical as bone 
images more lasting ordered, but 
still magic moans from 
air blood bone 


but the seer without pill nor eye 
gets a sober view in 
naked stillness melts 
pain's cry lust's 
itchings 


seen from the source 
eyes chemicals 
part of the view - 
at last true 


machines 
my memories hold machines 
the wall lighting up as a car 
cruised by our house 
and i was happy 


high up a buzzing plane in the 
hot empty blueness motors 
sputtering on lakes 


the long car journeys to the 
city school with car rugs 
the big orange busses leaning 
around corners or to 
the rolling hills 


those old ironing machines 
for sheets - 


are machines romantic 
after all? I've wanted them 
to disappear dissolve to feel 
the good rough smells of earth 
unpaved for cars 


murderers of silence of 
green vibrant depths 
of healing life 


but they are intertwined even 

in leaves andrivers in my 

longings merged and mellowed 
in what seemed 


almighty life fragile 
to steel which softens 
in nostalgia 


I 


* 


technology 


i thought technology 
just spoiled my greenery 


i wanted scruffy barns 
hand-crafted forms 


but the answer to techology 
is more technology 


workers in white coats 
refining chipping counting 


with abstracts manuals 
eyes brains all poised 


over steel parts plastic 
ribbons motors chips 


till weight noise stench 
all lighten sharpen become 


clean light discrete 
to serve my garden 


to clean spoiled lakes 
become a servant 


not this heavy 
boss 


and I think that this is like 
the body's evolution 


towards light slim control 
awareness 


birdsong 
calling upward yourself bound 
programmed to melody - who's? 
deep within your own 


part of the mystery of 
cars and shadows 
the yellow-wet fresh flesh 
of fruity life 


all slain in cold 
as leaves fall, 
crumble and birds flee 


but we endure in our machinery 
steel trapped fire fridges 
padded clothes 


and you return 
in spring's drunken green 
sap resurrections 


ourselves, clothed 
in feathers songs 
seasonal 


Sunday 


the bell chimes 
that it's Sunday day 
the Christians say 
to pierce bird fruit flesh pall 
with shining spires 
transcendence 


from our dozing shadows come, 
listen think of nothingness 
source freedom 
on our cluttered lawn 
even the thick dusky sky 
gleams seeing diamonds 
over our feasts and tears 


above the hours and numbers of our 
trapped destinies 
of smiles and pain 
the One sees, exacts a fee, 
forgives 


sheep (after St.Roux) 


milk fern guns 
mingle in my landscapes 
confused images - 

a spire of aspiration 
leashed dogs of bondage 
steep hills of seeking 

from the fields some shooting 
high weeds hot hunted 
animals 


i shepherd me but 
some sheep won't follow 
wander mindless vines grow over the 
rotting arches of 
ancient dream cultures 
my troop sleepy childish tottering 
begin to wake toward 
wide plains high peaks 
browsing on nettles sap 
they leap fall writhe doze 


those priests don't see 
my beasts of lust 
my flute of light 
my dog of faith 
go up the hill 
of mystery 


I try to climb above 
steeples and herds 
but must return bring them through 
swamps guns daisies 
my jaw tight loins spurred 
by music insults by 
watching stars 


now my troop grows subtle, 
finer gathers close 
as gongs toll service 
touching my 
desperation stops sometimes 
fearful 


I sleep between my 
dog and flute on sweating ground 
under sharp stars 
weary restless eager 
for the brief pause 
before dawn 


Chateauguay 


o Chateauguay whose main street is 
a fast highway where bare bright 
thin-walled houses grow like weeds 
in little plots day after day 
where old sloped mellow streets still house 
deep gabled cottages 
and neighbours speculate in 
houses buying selling moving buying 


the polluted river doubles 
by the saint's convent 
with its square new building jarring 
against ancient stone 
to skate for miles you leave 
slush shores of refuse 


we re Mohawk English French 
we pray for and throw stones at 
Mohawks _ who blocked roads 
or didn't their unspoiled land 
waving tree plumes 
where all may walk 


one train a day howls evocations 
and the Sunday bells 
play tunes to humanise 
the sacred 
fields river bungalows all doze 
fight procreate 
like everywhere 
and the Great Lake - ocean ships 
moo_ loud with dampness 
where two rivers brown and green 
form the big lake i 
grew up on 
green and brown _ two races 
amassing weeds from the 
pollution yet still 
mighty fresh clanging of 
a young nation 


o Chateauguay you've become 
home it took awhile 


your bald big brown 
apartments shrinking fields 
loud neon bulldozed lots still 
hide your ancient whisper 
river Church your mellow 
treed calm generations 
I've grown flowers here 
loved fought neighbours 


reared a dog 
written dreamed 
contemplated grown silver hairs 
chatted in Franglais 
been screamed at followed by a 
waif smiled at ignored 
that’s home 


you don't get less garish i don't 
notice now 
your bald big newness 
seems subdued 
as though year by year 
we get more similar! 


today 


something is wrong you said 
on this perfect day? 
I wonder ona lawnchair 


fanned in green leaves 
sun breeze and twitters bugless 
with a good book 


half dozing 
Wrong means some lurking 
pain- bug objection 


snake under my chair 
the spur to drama, 
change from Eve to us 


through art guilt fortresses 
an evolving theatre where 
something must ache 


someone must learn a hard 
page turn - This green 
spring garden with its 


tulips breeze sun-shimmering 
must have its devil 
tobe Eden always 


now beginning 
and 1 know its there 
lulled by green rest 


words 


words can't catch the real you said - 
true, words don't give the 
pain you have the blizzard 
through the glass_ the stark 
rejection rose 


but words suggest build bridges 
from another's house 
his treasures thieves 
catch for another honks of geese 
over still ponds 


why you dread speeding cars 
why I dread caged animals cut trees 
needs to rebel sing bake 
my need of you 


another's musing may fire 
holy searchings 
tap light-lazer powers 
words signal blaze their trails 
by flaming memories and 
mysteries 
nuances touching 
buried seeds 


though the veil 
will rise only 
in silence 


suddenly 


suddenly i realised i was beside 
the sky 
it had always been here 
this close this dark-blue void 
these glowing clouds 


when the rain comes it 
touches me 
and when i breathe i sniff 
earth vapours _ this air, holding 
those stars right here 
my feet meet rising 
globe energies touch right here 
the grass 


all like 

the Self 
so always near 
that it hides! 


little life 


they say life's short 
a leaf in the wind, 
iknow I've seen everything I know 
disappear 


dead parents a burned house 
lost marriage face 
desires 


but it's also very long 
all we know forever 
it's just a thought 
that it will end 


and they say we're nothing 
in the universe even 
the sun is small but 

my daydreams dissolve earth 


bigger and smaller 
than atoms galaxies 


and two touching 
to be one 
are such a strong intensity of 
wanting agony of absence joy 


that solar systems are 
just dust just forms 
a backdrop against 

big dream explosions 


my big life second by second 
passes digging earth 
liking anovel aching 
doodling innovating 


till a glimpse of sidewings 
breaks the spell 
my dreams cast! 


I 
memories 


all that 1 thought real forever 
is gone even my 
wish for it 


damp days in that big grey 
wooden house my mother still alive 
I loved guessing charades 


my sisters! friends 
not seen for decades 
another life 
boats creaking on buoys 
waves bullfrogs on the ramp 
mother's and grandmother's deaths 
blank sharp mysterious 
chairs rocking with soft voices 
in pale evening light 
the big friendly dog 
shot by a neighbour 


or much earlier, pale spring city 
evenings how I loved making 
Easter cards and valentines 
neighbours' parties where we ran 
in sleepers laughing taking cake 
walked to tourquoise pools 
in the city park 


buried then unburied 
our anxious father standing 
waiting in the dark hall 

when I came in indifferently 
late alover waiting leaving 
anger then rejection other lips 
longed for for we lashed banged 
against each other cried making up 


our change search for 
reality the One 
outlasting all those 
feasts regrets 


one sister left remembers 
it all differently 
that same brick house then wooden, gray 
those people 
different things remembered 
in our rippling minds 


memories form the matrix 
of new dreams_ scenes seen 
our way - glued dyed 
held fading 


the porch 


i throw food out to the 
black raw cold 


anything is taken 
tough rinds hard outer leaves 


out there is such vast 
wordless hunger 


animals hidden 
in the dark soundless 


waiting staring 
the bush breathes sniffs restless 


everyone hungry even 
in houses fed 


Titanic 


now only seais 
over around down 
abandoning the air 
home friends - 
we face our fate 


i should say look, 
the sea is all 
it will absorb us back 
into the womb - this would be 

serenity to say, look 
here's nothing no more 
boats horizon lights 

there's only sea 


can i surrender? 
does the fish surrender to the 
bigger fish the gull? 
‘1 don't fear death - 
but dying’ people say 
the awful struggling gasping 
drawn out agony 
in black icy waves 
trying to survive the fear 
without surrender 
struggling hard because 
the gasps include 
dry air reprieve sea's not 
the all 


easy to sayit's all 
my Self in forms 
of this deep abyss 
easy to say 
die to yourself - 
not this way - 
must keep the garment 
till it falls away - 
must stay dry 


echo 


who amI iask among 
spring's pungent clods 
with their fresh petals weeds 


among the hard black 
asphalt streets rude cars 


books new dusty full 
of odd varied suggestions 


am i these feet balking 
at a trough or mire 


when at night my body 
lies snoring prone soundless 


while i‘m out searching 
in wall-less rooms 


am i the dreamer? 
but the dreams stop, & 


iwaken am the seer of 
my unscrubbed walls the trees 


or there is silence void 
in sleep no dream yet i'm 


still here resume at dawn 
cut flowers, dust my 


tables history 
my call to 


someone I - 
unchanging 


o light 
o light of love shining 
how can i say ‘i'm thee' 


yet feel your Love it is 
the difference the distances 


blue stretches clouds blind 
gropings cliffs to climb jungles, 


green or asphalt to brave 
which divide itseems us 


divide you from yourself 
im told 


for the path of love means 
calling nearing longing 


till an embrace melts down 
the dva division deus deux 


my iron melting in your Sun 
till only You remain 


but isn't that to lose You 
to find all else? 


the Gate 


at the great Gate 
the light of love 
beckons down here, Lord 


i notice sins 
complain of dryness 
eat living matter to be 


filled knowing you are (t)here 
in the desert that the Lake 
is Nowhere 


sensed somewhere Yet you tend to me 
you give me bread fruit 
lovely walks good company 


after the lonely years 
your great Hand holds down 
vines and smiles 


light duties kicks health even 
your Footprint word 
such thanks are due 


this grey obesity closed walls 
are looking elsewhere 
from exercise in-turning 


all i need is here 
the Gate secretly is 
open 


‘love’ 


love martyred me 
the bleeding lover cried 
not noticing he bled 
for whining loin for wanting 


hold me like me love me 
keep me forever 
when love gives cries only 
for the other's pain 


and even then 1 hear 
laughs knowing that 
love's Will is done 
in justice play 


that the desert, fall are 
love even the priests 
slaying the lambs 
are love 


love took on body blood 
they say so pain 
would wash us in 
his self-forgetting 


and I remember howling 
for - not him - myself 
waiting for gratitude, 

a sign 


as God does 
but for us 
That loin love teaches 
its end's peace 


feeding 


i feed small animals 
wanting t be fed 


I try to free caged primates 
wanting to be freed 


each act a prayer 
ismile wanting to be 


smiled at feeling 
your law is boomerang 


and i'll be paid 
in kicks coin love 


each act for others 
is a prayer for them 


returned so what I 
pray for you is that you 


love work pray 
even suffering 


Leonardo‘s sketches 


the only part i loved were the 
rippling circles of water and the words 
that water wind wood air obey 
one law 


those ripples wondrous geometical 
perfect eddies circles in my sink 
or at a stone's throw 


swings clocks seesaws all 
that same motion lawful 
birds' lever wings 


core-petal flower circles 
a cut trunk or time: the seasons 
coming going returning 


or moisture making rain which 
moistens then more rain 
or our sun-circling 


all programmed as my ticking 
watch and Someone 
most meticulous nods 


amen 


i slowly learn that Christians 
felt the same they knew 
of final justice — spirit's 
trials and ecstacy 
and prayed their Guru 
just as we do 


saying amen like Ammon Aum 
from the first god-rulers 
on earth's dried clearings 
from thick pungent dark - 
the sight was always somewhere 
god-men linking 
truth to sweat and 
us to light 


yoga older 

than the earth 
holding it unveiling 

the sun's smile 


spirit and skin 


separate so the soul 
may look out at 
its sea of cells 
rise out of them 


united so it may feel 
cells of bliss ecstatic whirls 
of movement 
boy-girl embrace 


like boy and girl separate 
to long meet joyfully 
join yet one 
to see as one 


like God and man _ separate 
to long seek join 
joyfully yet one 
within 


separate till we ascend 
through longing exercise 
out of our jewels weight dreams 
to free control 


like seabirds, tied in 
their wings diving to kill 
for hunger held to the dark 
but flying seeing 


all the sea's blind 
repetitions but dying 
seeing the red-blue sky 

fade, give place 


to merely image 
and a still-centre home 
of airless light one 
without within 


rivers and blood 


blood glands neurons 
working perfectly 
the plasma flowing 
silent ceaseless 
during dreams and labour, 
unnoticed 


it isn't ‘I' who 
moves them i don't 
pump pull mould 
but I within must, 

for they're moulded run. 


Rivers gushing rushing 
set by that I too 
planets swinging in 
their perfect orbits 


tribes gathering and nations 
forming conquering falling 
into desert new nations 
settled born. 
My blood astar all 


ordered functional all 
growing dying and renewed 
forever 
we the sleeping puppets 


we the planner doer 
secretly - 
awake 


Iraqi war 
ancient land between the rivers 
that cradled us our meaning art 
ruled empires _ fell 
to desert hordes 


the buried cry for glory 
resurrected primitive 
vein throbbing cruel as all 
old empires were 


but a young strong land replies 
it’s our turn now 
our hi-tech planes crash 
faith and oppression 


flashy engines strike the shouting dust 
we're civilised and proud 
as you were 
preening victory 


but we harshly grope 

for anew order a world law 
mixed with oil lust 

with our streamlined darts 


leave shrieking wounds a people 
left to tyranny their cries for 
justice freedom 
still unheard 


our motives' legacy until 
our law is writ 
one principle one world 
within our hearts 


Sun 


too close oh Sun 
and we burn 
too far and we quake 
in empty cold 


this green cradle battle ground 
rock mud sand ice 
whip-candy schools 
obey your distance 


hot rays of terror fire 
burn tbe blood's 
rubbish the comfy 

green-sun pools of infant 
wandering dreams 


just far enough what comfort 
warmth in a storm 
unfolding flowers 


broken by sun's seeming 
fury we must dry 
and burn in fire 
to rise 


ourselves just such a 
sun acore 
biding time with 
puppet dance 


meditation hall 
where do they all come from 
practical fair-skinned and young 

understanding mantras chants 
kneeling for blessings at the 

dark-skinned stranger's feet as 

One they recognise 
as God 


we were not taught all this 
and some call yoga 

psychedilic easy hippie 

maybe other births we say 


as the power mounts 
casting a secret light 
to cluttered streets 
they sit so still so young 
in their long upright silence 
seeking from teachings chants 
truths older 
than suns - 
new age rebirth 


Lakeshore church 


we always saw it, any weather 
year after year slim-silver spire 
still doubled in the bay 
two bays from ours 
beside the convent where girls lay 
in rows of cots under the 
tortured crosses 


radiating centuries 
of faith the smouldering and buried 
seeing ofsilence prayer 
to tap the Spring 
mind rules rigidity 


centuries of feet dragging 
on dark corridors 
sermons of sin of love 
the silence of 
upreaching lonely orphans 


beside the docks boatparties 
sail- and motor races 
owners scraping hulls 
town hardware drugstore 


the sun that other image 
of one aim our core 
doubled also in 
calm water 


when the wind blows 

our lives lurch in 

bobbing motorboats 
not reflected 

in the dancing lake 


driving south-west 


clear water in our glasses 
the rocks we gathered gold rust blue 
hiding in grey 
the blue hills we drove into 
roads wet with dampness 
the brown river, meandering right down 
to the border past brown farms 
and chained watchdogs 
old twisted and young slender trees 
piles of wet hay 
Here, lifeis heavy redolent 
weighted in gravity 
farmers' thoughts tied to soil 
the woods cluttered bush after 
ages of wrong cutting 
some flowers two teenage girls 
absorbed in their talk of 
teachers rules jobs gossip boys 
the church bells waiting 
for Sunday 
the sky thick white thin blue 
some cattle staring under 
heavy wires 


the juniper 


when we moved here it was 
so tiny now it spreads and spreads 
up to the window 
covering streets houses, 
blocking out light yet somehow 
our rooms are bright 


growing sideways artful hardy 
protecting us from 
others' eyes and driveways, cars 
guarding our windows 


once tiny like our 
neighbours' children who 
once visited grew into 
teenagers too old to come 
or like we and our neighbours 
growing grey 


unchanged within we 
just look out 
at stiffer limbs 
we cut and cut the Juniper 
but it keeps on spreading 
blocking light 
yet the room stays bright 


gulls 


i always stare at them 
heavy strong-flying gliding 
over refuse oily harbours 

taking bread handouts 


like me i think 
bound heavy hungry yet 
they fly so high with ease - 
I within - 


free lyrical! 


